AFTERNOON

cunning and curiosity, he had to be credited with some
of the best hares that the organization ultimately ran
down. In a tight place he would have pushed his best
friend in front of him, and if the friend had been killed
he would, without compunction, have picked his pockets
while he was hiding under the corpse. Yet Waterlow
would have sacked many of the people in his employment
before Milton, and this afternoon he picked up his en-
velope with the confident expectation that if this gross
larded mountebank beside his desk said that he had secured
something very hot he was as likely as not to be right.

" Any more news of the German officer ? " he asked,
with a smile, as he tore open the envelope and looked
at the notes written out in a large neat rounded upright
hand.

Milton stood firm as the Sphinx.

" I say nothing, Skipper. Deeds, not words. That's
my motto," he replied complacently.

Waterlow began to read :

" I. The German officer reported by me to have
arrived direct from Berlin was at the Tip Top Garden
Theatre last night. He was drinking with Queenie Walters
(suspect) and offered her two bottles of champagne^ but
did not go back with her to the Pension. To-morrow
morning the King will receive him at the Palace.

"2. Queenie Walters calling herself English artist e^
but believed to be German, is presently receiving visits
from Jrthur Radcliffe of the British Legation"

Waterlow put down the paper for an instant and asked
sharply what authority he had for making such a state-
ment.
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